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It\'s a oneshot 


Author's Notes: 

| was a serious undercover lurker here back in 2007 or so. | was terrified to post anything -- both because 
the prospect of butchering a story about my beloved Gunners was horrible, and because | was only fourteen 
and didn\'t want to get caught and lose my account! Nm pretty sure my entire introduction to the male 


anatomy came from Rockfic. 


Anyway, I\'m nineteen now and | actually hadn\'t thought about any of these bands for quite some time. The 
other day | was reading a book of poems by Richard Brautigan and | found myself inexplicably thinking about 
Slash and Axl. ls that a sign of repressed obsession? | think it must bel 


| decided to fulfill my adolescent dream and write something for Rockfic. |\we never written GNR fic before, so 
please leave a comment and let me know what you think! | hope | got their characters down right -- as | said, 


my GNR love has been repressed for awhile. 


Both the poems are by Richard Brautigan, a poet who | heartily recommend. 


Love's not the way fo treat a friend. 
Í wouldn't wish that on you. | dont 
want fo see your eyes forgotten 

on a rainy day, lost in the endless purse 
of those who can remember nothing 


Love's not the way fo treat a friend 
| don't want fo see you end up that way 
with your body being poured lke wounded 
marble into the architecture of those who make 


bridges out of crippled birds. 
Love's not the way fo treat a friend 
There are so many better things for you 
than to see your feelings sold 


as magic lanterns to somebody whose body 
casts no light. 


He has just settled himself on top of the hotel room bed when the door flies open. In an instant, Axl surveys 
the room - a wild, frenzied expression across his face. 


"YOU FUCKER!" he yells. Slash blinks, and the door slams shut again. From the hallway, he can hear a muffled 


scream of rage, and what sounds like a wall being kicked. 
"Jesus Christ," Duff says, bewildered. "What'd you do” 


Slash removes a cigarette from his pack and rolls the cylindrical filter between his thumb and forefinger 
contemplatively, before putting it in his mouth and lighting it. 


"He thinks I'm fucking you." 


Duff has just taken a sip of beer and almost spits it out. With difficulty he swallows and lets out a squawking 
guffaw. 


"Shit!" he says. When Slash does not reply, he repeats himself: "Shit! Does Axl think everyone is a fucking 
faggot?" The corners of his mouth twitch upward, the shadow of a grin playing across his face. 


"Yeah, right," Slash groans. "Everyone's a fucking faggot.. except him." 
Duff rolls his eyes sympathetically as Slash flops onto his back beside him. 


"I thought he was still convinced that no one knows about you guys.” 


"Oh," Slash says wearily. His teeth clench around the cigarette filter and he pauses, smoke billowing out his 
nose. "Oh yeah, he is." 


Duff grunts apologetically, but through squinted eyes Slash can see that his half-smirk has become an 
outright grin. Duff stares into space, seemingly amused at his own thoughts. 


"Well if | don't know about you guys, he can't really blame me for fucking you, can he?" 


Slash snorts - a brief, forced sound - putting forth the effort only because he knows Duff is trying to make 
him laugh. But the thought troubles him. "Right," he agrees. 


Their eyes meet and Duff's smile fades. 
"He's just crazy, you know." 


"He's fucking insane!" Slash surprises himself with his vehemence. He sits up again and settles himself against 


the headboard of the bed. "Shit." 


The men sit in silence as Slash finishes his cigarette and puts it out forcibly on the bedside table. Duff sips his 


beer, looking pensive. 
"How'd he even get a room key?" 
"| don't know." 


Duff stares at his beer, searching for something else to say, something to penetrate the melancholy that has 
settled over the room. "I don't know how he thinks we don't know," he says finally. "Even Stevie knows. We'd 


have to be pretty fucking stupid - " 


"Because he's in," Slash pauses after every word, crushing the finished cigarette butt into the nightstand to 
accent each syllable, "fucking. Denial. About. Everything." Slash looks down at the smeared black ash. He knows 
that Duff is trying to be comforting - trying to help him vent, like always - but tonight, the whole thing just 
seems too stupid He doesn't want to complain about Axl because more than ever he can see himself beneath 
the surface of his exasperated grievances: the idiot who allowed this to happen. He feels embarrassed, as 


though Axl's insanity has become his own. 
"| don't." Slash looks up as Duff hesitates, biting his lip. "I don't like this." 
"Join the club." 


‘Im serious, Slash." Duff clasps Slash's shoulder and squeezes. Their eyes meet. "I don't like what he's doing to 


you." 


Slash looks at the carpet. 
"Why don't you come out with us tonight, huh? With Izzy and me. We're going to a bar." 
"No," Slash says dully. "I think I'll stay here." 


Duff smirks, humorlessly this time, and rises from the bed. He crosses the room and sets the empty beer 


can on the desk before turning to look at Slash. "Why are you doing this?” 


"| don't know," he says. He does know, but he hates the pity he sees in Duff's eyes. 


Slash has just climbed into bed when the door opens again. Axl seems undecided about how much noise he 
wants to make - whether he wants to sneak in without notice or flip on the lights and declare his presence - 
and settles somewhere in between. He maneuvers awkwardly through the darkness and pushes down the 
bedspread, settling himself against Slash's chest, strangely feline. He feels like a lost alley cat, and Slash has 
been leaving out milk in a tin on the porch. 

Briefly, it occurs to Slash to feign sleep, but something tells him that Axl would know. Axl can sense things like 
that - it's the cat in him. He snakes his hand along Axl's jaw and inclines his head upward, pushing their 


foreheads together. In the darkness, he can barely make out green eyes. 


"How'd you even get my room key?" he asks, pointlessly. He feels Axl's chest move against his own as he 


breathes steadily. 
"They gave it to me," he says. "At the front desk. | asked them for it." 
To check on me, Slash thinks, annoyed. 


| know you're not fucking Duff," Axl sighs apologetically. Slash feels the corners of his mouth twitch - very 
much despite himself - and Axl kisses him. 


"Figured that one out, huh?" His voice betrays bitterness, and he feels guilty - then hates himself for his guilt. 
"| guess | never really thought,” he begins, then stops midsentence. "Im just afraid.” 

Slash pulls Ax! closer while voices chorus in his head: "Idiot! Idiot! Idiot!" 

"Im just afraid Ill lose you," he finishes. 


"You won't," Slash says, squeezing him. Beneath the covers, Axl's hand finds his and grips it so tightly that it 


hurts. 


From Axl, this is like an apology, and he feels like there is an ocean inside his chest. Axl's head buried in the 
crook of his neck Axl's smell. There are no words for the feeling. He thinks of Duff's words and responds to 


them silently: This is why. This is why. 


He feels stupid as hell. 


HM fake your hand, 
which reminds me 
of a cat | used to know, 
and then we'll start out walking 


Hl falk to you about things, 
and Hil make you smile 
and giggle and laugh 
lke a litte kid 


lil point out things for you 
fo look at 
Maybe lil stop and kiss you 
right out in front of everybody. 


/ wont give a damn either 
because | love you 
more than a mountain 


/ used to know. 


